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to work to finish the second volume of my book. I went
backwards and forwards between Trieste and Gorice, for I
could render no service to the State Inquisitors in the latter
place, and naturally they did not pay me to remain idle. My
quarrel with Torriani was talked of by everybody, but 1
treated it as a bagatelle, and he made a point of showing me
most exaggerated marks of friendship whenever we met.
Still, as I knew him to be a dangerous man, I made a point
of declining all his invitations to dinner or supper. During
carnival he married a young lady of good family, and made
her unhappy as long as he lived. Fortunately for her, he
died after thirteen or fourteen years of matrimony, mad
and miserable as he had lived.
I left Gorice the last day of the year 1773, and took up
my quarters at the large inn on the public square a*
Trieste. . . .
Thus abruptly end the memoirs of giacomo casanova,
Chevalier de Seingalt, Knight of the Golden Sptr, Prothon
otary Apostolic, and Scoundrel Cosmopolite.
Whether the author died before the work was complete,
whether the concluding volumes were destroyed by himself
or his literary executors, or whether the MS. fell into bad
hands, seems a matter of uncertainty, and the materials
available towards a continuation of the Memoirs are ex-
tremely fragmentary. We knoiv, however, that Casanova
at last succeeded in obtaining his pardon from the authori-
ties of the Rejrublic, and he returned to Venice, where he
exercised the honourable office of secret agent of the Statf.
Inquisitors—in j>lain language, he became a sfy. It seems
that the Knight of the Golden Spur made a rather indif-
ferent "agent?* $ not surely, as a French writer suggests;
because the dirty work was too dirty for his fingers, but
frobably because he was getting old and- stupid and out-of-
datey and failed to keep in touch with new forms of turps

